


—_——— 





PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 








66 9) THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT WATER. 
A Pp | : N | A Under the absolute control of the Royal Hungarian Chemical Institute 
(Ministry of Agriculture), Buda Pest. 


Of all Chemists and Mineral Water Dealers. Pr joes 6d., fs., and {s. 3d. per bottle 
SOLE IMPORTERS: THE APOLLINARIS Company, Limirevp, Lonpon. 


VOLUME 


i 
a et 5) SCC 
\ ao nd 
— Sees aie tor Yet ATY 4 
ea — hh arene 7 
Se ees PC VOLS t 
aera eaaeseecet. xa! th 
— . 
oav ARN ve 2 


2 “sh we eB H ie 
ee i He, 


ras AQ is ma Ae 
J HI yu ir ' H ' ’ i ve 
me \(i eS 1 il) Y | y i | oe li y 


| 


PUNCH OFFICE, 85, FLEET STREET, ““““” “Pay rh An WS 
LONDON. 


CADB URYS COCOA 


“ Represents the Standard of highest purity at ae attainable in Cocoa.”—Tue Lancet. 
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A Novel by a lady Awiiey 
- ‘ vi inen,  &e 
London: SIMPKIN & CO, Ltd ,and all Booksetiers. | MARVELLOUS ae 
Refreshing as a Turkis at 
POSTACE STAMPS WANTED, by private Ae Invaluable for all Toilet Purposes. 
; came given is A Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair. 
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VISES orzani~ -% by Dr. Lawn end My 
Pero ae oh the ss. MIDNIGHT BUN. 3.056 tons 
electric light. splendid - Pare includes re O 
turn ticket, London-Calais- Marseilles, and 2) ds 5 
cruive to Ajaccio, Naples, Ly * Tunis, Algiers and 
touthern spain, or later, to Palestine and Egypt 
Extended cruises to Constantinople Athens, -. 
Lectures by Sir Lambert Playfair, The Archdeacon 
of Manchester teeny Fayce, Mahatfy = 
ciani, Canon Tristram, &e. Full details, § Secretary 
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Stock in the World. 
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SAMUEL BROTHERS, 
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MACNIVEN & CAMERON § PENS ; 


They co me as boon and blessing to men, a 
The Pickwick, the Owl, and the Wavorley Pes.’ 


THE FLYING J PEN. 
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‘A TOILET POWDER “apes 
| Erow (Jacket and Vest) for boy of 8 s, 19) 
FOR THE COMPLEXION, rey 4 i ILLUSTRATED nshbnge and 
For the Nursery, | World. PATTERNS free on application. 


| Roughness of the Skin 
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Headache. 
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How MR. HALL CAINE WROTE 
the “ MANXMAN.” 


** Yes, if the fact i« of any cons- 
quence, you are very welcome to sa 
that I wrote the ‘MANXMAN’ with 
the SWAN FOUNTAIN PEN. It 
has become quite indispensable tc 
me. Ican use it with ease and cer- 
tainty anywhere, and at any time, 
even in the dark, in bed, and on 
horseback.”’ 
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(Chamberland) FI LTER. 


**The Standard of Efficient Filtra- 
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borne disease.’’—Laxcer. 
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THE LITTLE VULGAR GIRL. 
{ Street Study in the School-Board Era.) 
Arr —“‘ The Little Vulgar Boy.” 


Ir was in London yesterday, I strolled a 
Board School near; 

I saw a little Vulgar Girl—I said, “What 
make you here?” 

She grinned at me with youthful cheek, 
her hp with scorn did curl; 

Again I said, “ What make you here, oh | 
little Vulgar Girl?” 


She sniffed, that little Vulgar Girl! 
childhood should not scoff, 
And when the gentler sex is young, sneers 

do not set it off. 
ut her finger in her mouth, the 
rillest. shriek arose, , 
Such as a fierce Red Indian might yell at 
savage foes. 
“Hush! Don’t do that, my little miss. | 
It splits my ears!” I said. me 
‘Garn, you old guffin!” she replied. “ Git 


’ome and go to ! 
“ Garn ? ”—“ An guffin?”—“Go to} 


Now | 


She 


old 


bed? ”—“ And this to me? Oh, fie!| But her high-kick is marvellous, and can’t| 


It’s very wrong for little girls to be so | 
!” said I. 


rude! 

Way-oh! old wrinkles!” yelled the | 
child. Then upwards she did fling 
Her little heels into the air, like—oh! like 
anything. 
noti all about the streets that 

girls of tender age ; 
Do fling their little limbs about like 
minxes on the stage. 


I said, “My little female-girl, I must, 
politely, heg 

Yon not to play such vulgar pranks as 
that with your poor leg! 

You'll dislocate your joints, my child!” | 
She grinned, “ All right, old flick! 
You keep yer ’air on, poor old crock. 

That ’s only my ’igh kick! 


“There ain’t a girl in our Board School 
can kick as ’igh as me, 

Although I ain’t eleven yet, I tyke the 
cake, Sir! See?” 

| With which she sprang, and spun, and 
shrieked, a thing of shame and dread, 

And, with one fi flourish, kicked my 
hat from off my head! 


I blushed, and picked it from the road. I 
eaid, “My dear young girl, 

| I’m sure the Board School cannot teach 
you thus to spin and twirl. 


I’ve 





I trust they teach you the Three R.’s— 
perchance a fourth—but, oh! pe 
t you see kicking high like this is 
really very low?” 


She placed two fingers in her mouth, and 
made a frightful noise, . 

When up came running several girls, and 
also several boys. 

“Oh, chummies, ’ere’s a lark!” she cried. 
“This funny, fat, old fool, 

Thinks the three R.’s the on | things we 
learn at our Board School!” 


“Oh, little Vulgar Girl!” I said, “ what 
is it else you learn?” 

She eyed me with a brazen stare which 
made me blush and burn. 

“Vulgar be blowed, old boy!” she said. 
“You’ve been upon the shout! 


Don 


| We learn to darnce, an’ smoke, an’ swear, 


an’—know our ways about.” 


“ And this 1s Education, then!” I mused. 
“Her legs to twirl 


| Like minxes at the Music Halls delights) 


this little girl. 
er grammar’s very shaky, her pronun- 
ciation queer, 


she chaff and jeer? 


She and her sort come shrieking round 
the square wherein I dwell. 


| They never play at girlish games, they! 


always romp and yell. 

To battledore and shuttle-cock 
rope, hoop and stick 
They never stoop; their only joys seem 

noise and that high-kick. 


’ ski pping- 


“T wonder much what sort of wives such) 


Vulgar Girls will make——” 


“Wot are you mutterin’ of, old boy, and| 


wot’s your little fake?” 
The little Vulgar Girl inquired. And then 
they all took hands, 


| And danced about me like wild tribes in 


dark and distant lands. 


| I grabbed my hat, I » ng fled, pursued 


by their wild shrie 


I’ve watched such scenes about my square,| 


for weeks, and weeks, and weeks, 
And what I want to know, what time 1 
see her blare and twirl, 
Is—what will be the future of the little 
Vulgar Girl ? 








Beppep ovr Piants.—*“ Dossers” in St. 


James’s Park. 
derived from 


[ouery; —Is “dossers” 
“dozers”? Ask Slang Dictionary.] 


A STORY ABOUT THAT LLUSTRIOUS 
PHOTOGRAPH. 


| (Translated from the German. Origin uncertain.) 


Havine nothing to do—I am tired of 
composing national songs and giving di- 
rections to people to paint pictures for 
me—I may as well turn my hand to nar- 
ration. Shall some day attempt a ro- 

| mance. Got an idea already. Young 
man in love with young lady. One poor 
the other rich. Girl (wealthy) has a 
haughty mother. Mother won’t let girl 
marry ae young man, who commits sui- 
cide. Capital notion. Only got to find 
some novelist fellow just to write the thing 
for me. Ought to be a companion to my 
cartoon. Sell like wildfire. 
| But I want to jot down how I came to 
send that photo. Fact is, I didn’t know 
| T had it. I had just been forwarding a 
| batch of telegrams to a lot of interesting 
ple—the Khalifa, chap commanding 
1ostile Arabs in the Soudan, and others— 
| when I came across an English paper. 
| Looked through it and found it abused 
me! Never saw such ingratitude! Why, 
I actually speak English, and if I have 
| opposed England in every possible shape 
for the last few years, what does it mat- 
ter? It’s only a pleasant little way I 
have. My fun! am an immensely 
amusing chap when I please to be. 
never thes so much in my life as when 
| I turned off poor old Bizzy. He was so 
surprised! I had flattered the poor old 
chap up to the skies, so, when I turned 
round and told him to go, his astonishment 
was absolutely killing! I could scarcely 
keep my countenance sufficiently to make 
him a duke, or something of that sort. Poor 
old Bizzy! But it was screamingly funny! 
Next to the abuse of me in the English 
paper was a column devoted to an account 
of the Surran’s atrocities. His Imperial 
Majesty is a wag like myself, but I really 
think he does sometimes carry a joke a 
little too far. Comical to turn bludgeons 
| to account in preserving order, but, pro- 
tracted, the custom becomes monotonous. 
Old Guapstone’s nickname for him rather 
appropriate—“ the Great Assassin.” How- 
ever, I waded through the page, and then 
my eye was attracted by an unopened 
parcel. I unloosed the string, and there 
was a big photograph of myself in the uni- 
form of a British admiral! I didn’t want 
| the beastly thing! So a happy thought 
struck me. I put it back in the paper and 
| sent it to the Surtan! 
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| nion of the ambassadors that the situation 


| there should be a pleasant reserved corner 


| commend this to the Restaurateurs gene- 
| rally. bas add musical attractions to 
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FLOREAT HOVA! 

Bricuton, as well as France, has, it 
seems, & difficulty with its Hovas, if the | 
inhabitants of the “residential and quiet 
town” of Hove—whose “ eccentric motto” 
(as the Daily Chronicle calls it) is “ Flo- 
reat Hova”—may be so called. As France 
desires to absorb the Hovas, so Brighton, 
it seems, wishes to “amalgamate” Hove. 
Brighton is brisk and bustling; Hove, like 
the celebrated young lady in the epitaph, 
is “bland, quiet, and deeply religious.” 
Also it “several important 
powers an eS ” which it does not 
wish to lose by being “ merged” in uppish, 
up-to-date London-on-Sea. 


Brightness, Briskness, Business, Bustle, 
Are the Busy B’s of Brighton ; 

But to hear the green leaves rustle, 
See green lawns eve’s gentle light on, 

Are sweet thi that tired ones love 

In that peaceful haven, Hove! 


Doctor gg ae tonic 
Sedative ce, is Hove. 

Let them Ryn bliss harmonic, 
Neighbours in contiguous love, 

Like the lion and the lamb, 

But without a hint of “cram.” 


Love means not “amalgamation,” 
Independent friendship ’s better. 
Hove her own administration 
Wants to keep. Well, why not let her? 
Modern wisdom does not hallow 
The old policy of swallow. 


Hove would not be made a martyr 
To the ghoul Centralisation ; 

So she fights for her old charter 
’Gainst big Brighton’s annexation. 

Let them live in neighbour love, 

Brighton Brighton, Hove still Hove! 


Big things will be consequential. 
Hove lares with boid temerity 

That her “ quiet, residential 
Character gives her prosperity.” 

Punch admits he oft doth love a 

“ Quiet spot,” so—“ Floreat Hova!” 








AN EXTRA NOTE. 


Tue Frascati Restaurant has just insti- 
tuted a “ Musical Luncheon,” that is, when 
the pie is open the band begins to play. 
An overture for the commencement—0Ou- 
verture de bouches. Grand march for an 
entrée. A warlike song, “Aus Armes, 
Citoyens!” for the gece de resistance. 
Something sweet to follow, with a Ranz 
des Vaches for the cheese. Excellent in 
its way—if you are alone. But if you 
want to talk, how then? Perhaps there 
is another room for the talkers — this 
would be a salle 4 manger-et-a parler com- 
bined. As “music is the food of love” 


called “The Bird-cage,” for example, 
where would be served, quite close to the 
orchestra, “The Lovers’ Lunch.” We re- 


the . bars”? Say from “two to four in a 
bar. Bacchanalian music only. The 
next novelty will perhaps be an advertise- 
ment headed “Conversational Luncheons. 
Cuisine Parfaite. No Music.” 








At ConstantinoPie. — Unanimous opi- 





is always “grave ”—for the Armenians. 
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A SKETCH NEAR PICCADILLY. 








7 IRN! Otp Times Revivev.—I say, Mr. P., 
BRAVO, BURNS! x. we be in for splendid banquets when 
“Tyoveuts that breathe and words that | the new Lord Mayor begins his entertain- 
burn,” ing! Alderman UZZLETON and Common 
Fell from Burns (of Scotland) often. | Councillor Swigenzron will be “ on ”—very 
Burns (of Battersea) has his turn! much “on”—in this scene; that is, 'f 
Joun, like Rowert, does not soften there ’s <a ogg ty such a name as “ Lor: 
Saxon speech to courtier sleekness Mayor Fuddle Fill-lips!” ’Ooray! 
When with the oppressor dealing. Yours 
Words won’t take on maudlin meekness Tue Oxp Pirer or Portsoxen. 
. When | ’s mae honest feeling. ~--- 
ee ee ee Hiouty Prosasix.—The Hamburger 
Burns of Scotland would have praised Nachrichten last week quoted, warningly, 


you. Bee ‘ 
And that h, all fire and go, a speech of Mr. Atrrep Burt's, in which 


Has in true men’s judgment raised you. oe sate Se int to encther | Jammer 


Straighter talk unto the Turk, have no fear; this utterance, if it ever 
ei pith ae ate be pe coer were uttered, quod est disputandum, 
e given. e mark some shir J : 

Joun has hit with much exactness. sounds more like « bark than a Beit. 
Fustian of the florid kind, 

In a park or on a platform, Wuart the director of the National Por- 
Punch disdains, but would not mind trait Gallery said when he closed the Sun- 

If all spouters kept to that form. day show for present season : —“ If I open 
Praise to him who praise well earns, this Sc 


in this year, I’m blest—no, I 
So Punch cries, “Bravo, Joun Burns!” (mean I’m Cust.” 


amburger and others need 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 


(By Basoo Hunrey Bunesno Jassenser, B.A.) 
No. XXIV. 
Mr. Jabberjee relates his experiences upon the Moors. 


I am now an acclimatized denizen of Caledonia stern and wild ; 
which, however, turns out to be milder and tamer than depicted 
by the jaundiced hand of national jealousy. 

For, since my arrival at this hamlet of Kilpaitrick, N.B., I 
have not once beheld any species of savage hill-man; moreover, 
the adult inhabitants are clothed with irreproachable decency, 


—— 








J 


‘ 


** Of incredible bashfulness and bucolical appearance.’’ 


and, if the juveniles run about with denuded feet and heads, 
where is the shocking scandal ? 

Mr. Atiautt-Lyvert, sen., did me the honour to appear in 
person upon the Kilpaitrick platform, and welcome me with out- 
spread arms to his temporary hearth and home, but I shall have 
the candour of confessing my disappointment with the size and 
appearance of the same. It appears that a “Manse” is not at all 
a palatial edifice, furnished with a plethora of marble halls and 
vassals and serfs, &c., but simply the very so-so and two-storied 
abode of some local priest ! 

My gracious hostess was to tender profuse apologies for its 
homeliness, on the plea that it is refreshing at times to lay aside 
ceremonial magnificence and unbend in rural simplicity, though 
it is not humanly possible to unbend oneself upon the thorny 
bosoms of chairs and couches severely upholstered with the 

_ prickling hairs of an extinct horse. 

Still, as I assured Miss Wee-wer, she is the happy owner of a 

magical knack to transform, by her sheer apparition, the hum- 


blest hovel into the first-class family residence with every modern 
improvement. 


aforesaid laird so much as the 


| and mother, who carry on the jo 





With the said Miss I continue on terms of hand and glove- 
ship, with mutual harmless jokes, which would perhaps be as 
caviare on toast to a general, though I shall venture to recount 
some examples. 

A certain local young laird, of incredible bashfulness and buco- 
lical appearance, is a frequent visitor at the manse, and the 
fervent admirer of Miss Wee-wee, who cannot endure the tedium 
of his society, and is constantly endeavouring to escape there- 
from. 

Now his name is Mr. Crum, and I have frequently entertained | 
her in private by play upon the word, alluding to him as “ Mister 
Crust,” “ Mister Oatcaxe,” or “the Scotch Bun,” and the like ; | 
but he informed me that he preferred to be addressed as “ Bal- | 
bannock,” and upon my inquiring his reasons for selecting such | 
an alias, he answered that it was because he inhabited a house of | 


| that name. 


Whereupon I facetiously requested that he would address my- | 
self in future as “ Mister Seventy-nine, Hereford Road, Bays- 
water,” which stroke of wit occasioned inextinguishable merri- 
ment from Miss Wsxe-wer, though it did not excite from the 
simper ! 

From an i love of teasing, and also the natural desire 
to stimulate her appreciation of my superior fertility in small 
talk and l’art de ire, I do often slyly contrive to inflict his 
sole society upon her—to the huge entertainment of her father 
by assisting my manceuver- 
h it affords me a flattering grati ion to be 

laintively upbraided by Miss Wee-wee for my cruel desertion, 
fon neon & not to persist in such heartless pranks beyond her 
natural endurance. 

Shortly after my arrival, I heard from my host that he was the 
recipient of an invitation from a Mister Bacsnor, Q.C., that he 
and his son Howarp would accompany him to a shooting ex- 
pedition upon some adjacent moors, and that, being now im- 
moderately plump, and past his prime as a potshot, he had re- 
quested leave to nominate myself as his budli or substitute, 
explaining that I was:a young Indian prince of great prowess at 
every kind of big games. 

Accordingly, to my great delight, it was arranged that I should 
take his place. 

My young friend Howarp, beholding me appear at the break- 
fast-table arrayed in my short kilt and superincumbent belly- 

urse with tassels, did entreat me to change myself into ordinary 
a + de ont many lest I should catch death with a cold. 

But I declined, disdaining such dangers, and assuring him that 
I did not at all dislike the excessive ventilation of my knees. 

We drove to Mr. Baasnor’s residence, Rowans Castle, in a 
hired machine, and found the gentlemen-shooters gathered out- 
side the portico. Amongst the y I was pleased to observe 
Hon’ble Justice CummErBUND, who, when we were all ascended 
into the waggonette-break, did rally me very good-humouredly 
upon some mixed bag of elephants and tigers he had heard (or 
so he said) I had accomplished in some up-country jungle. 

At first, knowing that this was the utter impossibility, I per- 
spired with terror t he was making me the fool, but my ye 

the 


ings; but, altho 








he was himself under a misunderstanding, for when we left 
the vehicle and were preparing to advance, he paid me dis- 
tinguished compliment of entreating that I might be awarded 
the command of one extremity of the line, while he himself was 
to preside over the opposite end! 

And thus we commenced to climb a oor hill, thickly covered 
with a very pricklesome heather, and black slimy bogs, wherein 
the edhe" of my patent-leather shoes did soon become totally 
dimmed. So, being gravely incommoded by the shortness of my | 
wind, I entrusted my musket to an under-keeper, begging him to | 
inform me of the early approach of any stag or deer. 

However, we saw nothing to shoot at except various sorts of 
wild poultry, and when some of these flew up immediately in 
front of me, I was too late, owing to the carriage of my gun 
by an —oe to do more than fire off a couple of barrels as | 
a declaration o hostility. 

But profiting by this lesson in being semper paratus, I refused 
to part again with my deadly instrument, and stumbled manfully 
onwards with finger upon the triggers, letting them fly instan- 
taneously at the first “e RY” of any animals fere nature. _ 

It is not customary, I was assured, to slay the wild sheep in 
these districts, though horned, and of an excessively ferocious 


ery and even when firing my bullets at birds, I was | ‘ 

- to continual reproofs from some officious keeper | 

Oo e. i 
For example, I was not to shoot into a flock of idges, for 


the superstitious reason, forsooth! that it was still the month of | 
August, which is supposed to be unlucky! | 
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Again, I was rebuked for burning powder at a grey hen, be- 
cause it is the wife of a black-cock, which may be shot with im- 
punity. Although a highly chivalrous chap in questions of the 
fairer sex, I am yet to see why it is allowable to render the female | 
bird a bereaved widow, but totally forbidden to make the male | 
a widower! Or why it is permissible to slay a minute bird such 
as a snipe, while a titlark is on no account to be touched. 

Being eventually exasperated by these unreasonable faultfind- | 
ings, seeing that I had merely emptied my gun-barrels without | 
actually destroying any of these sacred volatiles, I addressed the | 
keeper in the withering tones of a sarcasm: “Mister Keeper,” I 
said, “as | am not the ornithologist or soothsayer to ——- 
infallibly every species of bird by instinct, when flying with in- 
credible velocity, would it not be better that I should discharge | 
no shots in future ? ” 

To which, abashed by my severity, he replied that he could not | 
just say that it would make any considerable difference whether 
I fired at all or none. 

My fellow-shooters, however, could not refrain from shouting | 
with irrepressible admiration at the intrepidity with which, fore- | 
stalling the fleetest dogs, I did rush forward to pick up the | 
fallen grouse-birds, and repeatedly exhorted me to take greater 
care for my own safety. 

I cannot say that they exhibited equivalent courageousness, 
seeing that, so often as I raised my gun to fire, they flung them- 
selves upon their stomachs in the heather until I had 
finished, upon which I them mercilessly upon their 
timidity, assuring them repeatedly that they had nothing to fear. 

Yet English and Scotch alike accuse us Bengalees of being 
subject to excessive funkiness. What about the Pot and the 
Kettle, Misters ? 

I am to reserve the conclusion of my shooting experiences until 
a future occasion. 








PROVINCIAL SKETCHES. 
No, IV.—OUR GUIDE. 


| Harp by the secret postern in the grey old Castle wall 

| In the pleasant summer sunshine stands the hoary seneschal. 

| A much read man is Sanpy Brown, of strange historic lore, 

| And in his cups he’ll spin you yarns you never heard before, 

For then his tongue is loosened, then are Time and Space as nil, 

And Imagination riots through the ages at her will. 

‘Guid mornin’, gentlemen,” says be, “’tis gey an’ fine the day 

Ye’re for seein’ roun’ the Castle, Sirs? Then please tae step 
this way. 

Aye, yon’s the Keep. "Tis Norman—early Norman, as ye see, 

An’ built by Wutiie Congueror in fourteen saxty three. 

Twas ta’en frae him by Cromwetit—yon’s the marks mad’ by 
his shell— 

An’ gi’en tae Mary Queen o’ Scots—ye’ll mind o’ that yersel ? 

Noo, Mary she was awfu’ for the Martyrs—cudna sleep 

Unless she had a pickle o’ them lockit in the Keep, 

An’ when there was nae huntin’ an’ the times a wee thing slack 

She ’d hae them for an hour or twa an’ put them on the rack. 

Weel, ane o’ these was Knox—Joun Knox—ye’d ken the laddie 
fine ? 

Eh, mebbe no, he’s deid, ye see, a guid few years sin’ syne: 

A meeinster, wi’ glowerin’ ee, an’ lang beard turnin’ gray, 

An’ eh, a vara deeyil at the preachin’, sae they say. 

Noo, Mary cudna thole the man; she wished tae hae her fling 

Withoot the fash o’ sermons, Sir, or ony sic-like thing, 

An’ she wearied o’ his preachin’ an his talk o’ flames an’ hell, 

An’ his everlastin’ prayin’, as ye micht hae done yersel’! 

But —_ had mony zeaJous frien’s, an’ when they learnt his 
ate, 

They cam’ awa’ tae Mary, a’ the greatest in the state, 

An’ they begged she ’d let the parson gang, wi’ tears an’ sighs, 
nae 


» doot, 
But ‘Na,’ was a’ she answered, ‘he ’ll be lang ere he win oot.’ 
| ‘ Aweel,’ said they, ‘my Lady, gin ye winna set him free, 


We’ll awa’ tae Queen Exszaperu an’ then, begad, we'll see.’ 

Sae aff they rade, an’ Mary had Jonn Knox upon the rack, 

| An’ =e stretched him ivry mornin’ till the gentlemen cam’ 
ack. 

| The Queen she gi’ed them audience doun yonder in the Ha’, 

| An’ they handed her a warrant wi’ the Royal Arms an’ a’, 

_ An’ she looked at it an’ read it, an’ ‘It’s quite correc’,’ ses she. 

| ‘Ho, bring in Mister Knox,’ she ses, ‘ we ’ll hae tae set him free.’ 

Sae Mister Knox was ushered in, but eh, Sirs! what a change! 





His mither wudna kent him, they had altered him that strange! 


THE POET-LAUREATE ON TURKEY. 


[** You are not alone in the opinion you appear to entertain that it is in- 
cumbent on me, by virtue of the office have the honour to fill, not to remain 
altogether silent when the entire nation is palpitating with wrath at the 
atrocious massacres that have oceurred in Armenia,’ &c., &c.—Mr,. Alfred 
Austin’s letter to a correspondent, quoted by the Westminster Gazette. | 





He was short an’ fat an’ dumpy-like when last he had been seen, 

But noo, wi’ a’ the stretchin’, he was lang an’ lank an’ lean. 

His vara beard seemed grown too short,—scarce covered half his 
cheeks, 

An’ his trews were mair like bathin’ drawers than honest par- 
son’s breeks. 

Then ses the Queen, ‘Ye’ll think,’ she ses, ‘ye’ve beaten me, 
nae doot, 

When ye mind o’ hoo I swore that he ’d be lang ere he won oot, 

But eh!’ she added, an’ a smile cam’ crinklin’ up her mou’, 

‘I’ve kept my word, for ‘faith, my Lords—he’s lang eneuch 
the noo!’ 

True P—Aye, Sir! 
the rack, 

What mair cud ye be wishin’ for tae prove that it’s a fac’ ?— 

The offeecial charge is saxpence, but it’s thirsty work, ye ken, 

An’ gin oy — Thank ye, kindly, Sir! Guid mornin’, gentle- 
men!’ 


’ 


True as Gospel! Yon’s the dungeon an 








Suecrstion to tHe Camspripor A. D. C. Amateur Dramatic 
Civs.—“ An Outsider” writes to us:—“ How is it that there 
should have so long existed in the town of Cambridge, 
and belonging to the University, the unique play of an author 
whose work, whether he be yet in this world or out of it, has 
never yet been tried on your stage, i.c., ‘Panken’s piece’? A 
friend of mine, a Cantab, tells me has often ‘seen some play on 
it,’ but, as far as I can gather, without any acknowledgement 
having been made as to the original source.” 


Our Onty One.—Our Poet-Laureate, Aurrepo, is rarely so 
good as when he is writing prose. See his letter in Morning 
Post last week. Then, like “Little Davy Garrick,” when 
inspired, he is “ quite six foot high.” 
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ODE TO AN UN-FAIR ONE, 


Dey ed ku ifter George Withe: 
Sua. |, wasting in despair, 
Die, because Trade is not Fair ? 
Or—what cheek !—for nations care 


Whose trade tariffs stiffening are? 
Be Trade free as light or day, 
What odds, if it does not pay? 

If it be not Fair to me, 

What care I how Free she be ? 





Shall I for Free Trade “ go it blind,” 
Just to please the Conpen kind ? 
Or because that Courtney creature 
Swears it is our fixéd feature ? 
For, despite the Cobden Club, 
I’m depressed—ah! there ’s the rub! 
If Trade be not kind to me, 
What care I how Free she be ? 


Shall the foreigner’s cunning move 
Me to perish for their love ? 
Or their prosperity, well known, 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
With Free Trade’s Half Century blest( ?) 
I still love Protection best. 
If it be not so to me, 
What care I how good Trade be ? 


While all tariffs range so high, 

Shall I play the fool, and die ? 

Whilst Free Trade I worship blind, 

Other countries riches find. 

I would do as they all do, 

Then my trade perchance they ’d woo : 
And unless hard cash I see, 
What care I how “great” I be ? 


Great, or Good, or Free, or Fair, 
I’m hard up, and I despair! 








T'raveller (whose train is due), “ Look HERE, 1'M GOING TO GET OUT AND WALK. 
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BAD HABITS GROW 
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BRUTE WILL MAKE ME Miss MY TRaIN !” 


IF THE OULD BLAYGUARD BATES US, I'LL NIVER 





Jarvey. “Kaew sevice, Sure. For rue Love av’ Moses, KAPE sTILL, SURE AN 
GET HIM UP TO THE STATION NO MORE!” 
| In Free Trade I don’t believe, | 


Did it die J should not grieve. 
Faugh! Free Trade no more I’d woo ; 
Chuck her up, and let her go! 
For if she be not Fair to me, 
What care I for whom she be ? 


LEADER AND FOLLOWER. 
An Old Catch brought up to (Political) Date.) 


i. 

Liberal “ Leader” (languidly). Come, fol- 
low, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow Me! 

Liberal (would-be) Follower (doubtfully). 

W hither shall I follow, follow, follow, | 
WW hither shall I follow, follow thee ? 
Liberal “ Leader” (cautiously). Find the | 
road that’s safe and easy, 

up, and then—I 'll see! 


1. 
Liberal Follower (sharply). Come, follow, | 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow 
me! 
Liberal “Leader” (anxiously). Whither | 
shall I follow, follow, follow, 
Whither shall I follow, follow, thee? 
| Liberal Follower (sardonvally). Till I find | 
some real leader, who can lead, and 
then you 'll see! 
| [Exit in search of one. | 


| From our own IRRepressipLe JOKER | 
(once more at large).—The most shameless 
conduct in the world. That of a future 
coalowner, who is ploughed at Oxford in 
“ greats.” 





muster | ,, 
| 





Class or No Class. 


Masses against the Classes set ? 

That is acknowledged work for asses! 
Technical teachers have, you bet, 
Hit on the wisest motto yet, 

In “Classes for the Masses.” 


SOMETHING IN A NAME AFTER ALL.—Ac- 
cording to the Daily Chronicle, Signor 
Luie1 ArDITI mentions, in his recently 
published Reminiscences, that he was in the 
habit of flourishing his conductor’s baton 
with such vigour that he once raised a 
bump on the head of a vivlinist at New 
York, and another on the head of Signor 
Mario at a Crystal Palace concert. “ What 


|else can you expect with a name like his?” 


Mr. 


commented 
’ Ard-it-e!” 


P.’s tame ’ARRY. 


Professionals of the Floor and Field. 


Exactiy the same, though not so in name, 
Are dancing and football “ pros.” 

For both money make and salaries take 
For supporting the ball with their toes. 


Mem. sy a THames Travetter.— When 
at Old Windsor, always look out for the 


|“ Belles of Ouseley.” 


Tae Darty Beverace 
Powerrs.—Porte whine. 


or THE GREAT 


Proper Foop ror THE WrtTcHEs 
Macsetu.—Haggis. 
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FRANCE TO THE FORE! 
“ WELL DONE, SISTER, I AM WITH YOU HEART AND SOUL!” 
asserted to have been of the highest importance. 


BRITANNIA (to FRANCE). 








erence of M. Cambon, the French Ambassador, with the SULTAN is "— Pall Mall Gacette.| 
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ODE TO AN UN-FAIR ONE, 

hy ed ka ifter George W ithe: 

Sua. I, wasting in despair, 
Die, because Trade is not Fair? 
Or—-what cheek !—for nations care 
Whose trade tariffs stiffening are ? 
Be Trade free as light or day, 





What odds, if it does not pay? 
If it be not Fair to me, 
What care I how Free she be ? 


' 
Shall I for Free Trade “ go it blind, 
|} Just to please the Coppen kind ? 
} Or because that CourTNEY creature 
| Swears it is our fixéd feature ? 
For, despite the Cobden Club, 
I’m depressed—ah! there ’s the rub! 
If Trade be not kind to me, 
What care I how Free she be ? 


Shall the foreigner’s cunning move 
Me to perish for their love ? 
Or their prosperity, well known, 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
With Free Trade’s Half Century blest( ?) 
I still love Protection best. 
If it be not so to me, 
What care I how good Trade be ? 


While all tariffs range so high, 

Shall I play the fool, and die ? 

Whilst Free Trade I worship blind, 

Other countries riches find. 

I would do as they all do, 

Then my trade perchance they 'd woo : 
And unless hard cash I see, 
What care I how “great” I be ? 


Great, or Good, or Free, or Fair, 
I’m hard up, and I despair! 
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In Free Trade I don’t believe, 
Did it die J should not grieve. 
Faugh! Free Trade no more I’d woo ; 
Chuck her up, and let her go! 
For if she be not Fair to me, 
What care I for whom she be ? 


LEADER AND FOLLOWER. 
An Old Catch brought up to (Political) Date.) 


fol- 
follow, 


f. 
(languidly). Come, 
follow, follow, 


Libe ral ss Leader -y 
low, follow, 
follow Me! 

(would-be) Follower (doubtfully). 

W hither shall I follow, follow, follow, 

WW hither shall I follow, follow thee ? 

Liberal “ Leader” (cautiously). Find the 
road that’s safe and easy, muster 
up, and then—I 'll see! 


II. 
Liberal Follower (sharply). 
follow, 
me! 

“ Leader” (anxiously). W hither | 
shall I follow, follow, follow, 
Whither shall I follow, follow, thee? 
Liberal Follower (sardonically). Till I find 

some real leader, who can lead, and 


Come, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow 


then you ll see! 
UBzit in search of one. 
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Masses against the Classes set ? 

That is acknowledged work for asses! 
Technical teachers have, you bet, 
Hit on the wisest motto yet, 

In “Classes for the Masses.” 


SOMETHING IN A NAME AFTER ALL.—Ac- 
cording to the Daily Chronicle, Signor 
Luter Arpit1 mentions, in his recently 
published Reminiscences, that he was in the 
habit of flourishing his conductor’s baton 
with such vigour that he once raised a 
bump on the head of a violinist at New 
| York, and another on the head of Signor 
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BRIGHTON. 


A Monsieur Punch. 


Dear Mister,—I have said you how I 


am of return—de retour—to the hotel that | 


afternoon of the Sunday in that droll of 
“fly,” by a veritable tempest. Eh well 
I rest—je reste—at the hotel, I dine, I 
smoke a cigar, and then I go to see if he 
falls still of the rain. Parbleu—by blue, 
he makes beautiful! I seek my by-above 
—pardessus, how say you?—and my hat. 
At present I have but one sole, and it 
wants not to risk him by this wind. Hap- 
pily, I remember myself that I bought at 
Edimbourg a scottish bonnet, un bonnet 


** A pretty little burgess Miss.”’ 


écossais, a droll of bonnet with two long 
ribbons behind, almost as those on the 
hat of a woman. In effect these ribbons 
are also well useful for to be tied under the 
chin, but they should to be a little more 
long. However, I succeed to tie them, 
and, wearing my bonnet, I go to make a 
little walk at the clear of the moon. He 
makes less of wind. And truly as I smoke 
a cigar, strolling all gently on the prome- 
nade, so well lightened, éclairée, it seems 
to me that Bnghton is not after all so 
beast—si béte. It goes without to say 
that the Sunday one cannot to amuse 
himself. As partout in England, all is 
shut, excepted the bar, the tavern, the 
publicouse, and the ginpalais. But it is 
something that to walk himself at the 
the sea, to smoke a cigar, to 
encounter his friends, even, for a stranger 
as me, to regard the pretty little bur- 
gesses misses, demoiselles — ey per- 

con- 


demoiselles de comptoir—how say you al 
that? Truly it is not so beast, above all 
when he makes beautiful. 

At the instant that I think that, a drop 
of rain falls on my nose, I regard effaré the 
sky of new all cloudy and sombre, 4 pas 
de course je file—at step of course I file 
et ~— may gain the entry at 
© moment where the tempest rebegins. 
By blue, what climate! és 

Monday in awaking myself I think, 


he goes to make beautiful. It is impos- 
sible that he falls all days of the rain at 
| the English Nice.” Pas du tout, not of 
the whole! For the rain falls as if he 
|came of to begin. Oh, what villain time! 

All desolated I descend for to take my 
cup of coffee to the milk—café au lait, 
how say you? I cannot to eat your eng- 

lish “‘ breakfast””—the kipered haddocks, 
the poached hams, the eggs, the sausages, 
the biftecks, the cutlets, and all that, 
with some “mufins ”—ah ga, quelle horreur ! 
—and some jams. Ah, no! And see 
there as I eat one little bread, un petit 

pain, a ray of sunshine! And when I go 
out, the paving, the road, all is » the 
sun shines and the sky is blue. It is not 

recisely the blue of Nice, but in fine the 

low of the eye is not entirely grey. All 
joyously I walk myself on the promenade, 
jand I regard the bicyclist ladies, who 
mount so well. What pleasure to see 
them! They are so beautiful, so gay, so 
gracious, so sveltes—how say you? As Il 
regard them I am almost overthrown by 
a chaise roulante, what you call a “ chair 
of Bath.” And then I remark many of 
these chairs of Bath, enormous, gigantic, 
as heavy as—tiens /—as your bun of Bath | 
Ah, by this beautiful morning, even a 
little calembour is permitted, n’est-ce f 

Then I arrive to the Aquarium, but I 
enter not, for it is absolutely a subterra- 
nean, un souterrain, and he the air of 
a mausoleum, of a humid tomb. Instead 
of that I regard the old jetty, the “ Shain- 
pir.” All to near, tout auprés, there is 
another jetty, all ruined, all rusty, all in- 
complete. One says in your country, 
“ Half done is well »” but this jetty 
is not well begun, and she has the air of 
never to be finished. Why leave her 
there, an object so miserable? I have 
never seen anything of more frightful. 

At Brighton they love the iron, for to- 
wards the east extends herself an arcade of 
the most drolls; an interminable range of 
arches in cast iron, painted in sombre col- 
ours. So ugly, my faith, so ugly! A 
friend has told me that there was here 
formerly a pretty little promenade, 
adorned with shrubs and with ivy, some- 
thing of green at Brighton where there is 
almost not of trees, and that all that was 
destroyed to construct this hideous arcade, 
which has cost more than one half million 
of francs, perhaps in fine one million! 
And nobody goes there, excepted some 
childs and their goods—bonnes, how say 
you? Itis asa travesty of one cloister of 
a Campo Santo. Figure to yourself, Mis- 
ter Punch, one side of the Campo Santo 
|of Pisa in cast iron! Ah, the good idea! 
|I make present of her to Misters the Mu- 
nicipal Councillors of Brighton. Their 
beautiful arcade would be more superb 
with some monuments—also in cast iron— 
|of the t personages of their artistic 
| town. ere is enough of iron in the 
| ruined jetty for to fabricate an infinity of 
| busts and of statues for the Campo Santo 
| of Brighton. Agree, &c., 











On the Crystal Palace Cycling Track. 


Miss Random (who has fallen off her 
machine ten times in five minutes, to in- 
oye. Do you think I shall ever get 
on 

Instructor. I doubt it, Miss, you seem to 


| me to be a born “ Ne’er-do-wheel.” 





“Eh well, Aveustz, my dear, to-day in fine| “Onzm wHo 1s Down.”—The eider duck. 





STRIKE ME PINK! 
Or, Tue Crustacekan's Cravine, 


A LopsTer swam in the Western Sea, 
Weary and heavy of heart was he 
As he ploughed through the 
Stream’s wrack ; 
For all around him was fair to see 
In the ocean, green as the vernal pea 
But the lobster’s shell was black. 


He sighed at the sea-weed’s radiant hue, 
And the mussel-shell’s cerulean blue, 
And the mackerel’s mottled back’; 
He wept when he saw the whiting pure, 
And fled away into nooks obscure, 
For the lobster’s shell was black. 


He gazed at the tints of the graceful 


Gulf 


prawn, 
And the roseate hues of early dawn, 
And he bitterly cried “ Alack! 
The sea-gull is white as the driven snow, 
And the star-fish shines with a fiery glow, 
Oh, why is my shell so black!” 
. . . . 
They fished him out of the lobster-pot, 
And plunged him in water—boiling hot, 
Until they pronounced him dead ; 
Then sustain aiikens on to 0 abe. 
But oh, how changed was the weary fish, 
For the lobster’s shell was red |! 


Yes, that which in life he had sought so 


sore 

Was granted him now that life was o’er, 
And the worn-out spirit had fled ; 

For Death in pity heard his cry, 

And c is hue to a brighter dye, 
And the lobster’s shell was red. 


No more the electric eel would shock 
His sensitive nerves, nor the turtle’s mock 
Would cause him to hide his head ; 
No more would he sigh at the sea-gull’s 
flighte, 
Nor feel abashed at the Northern Lights, 
For the lobster’s shell was red. 


The storm-tossed body they gently lay 
In a lonely aspic far away, 

Far from his Western bays ; 
They softly smooth out his wrinkled legs 
And cover him o’er with the white of 


And the’ peaceful mayonnaise. 


There blossoms the fragrant cucumber, 
There the vinegar flows, and there 
The lettuce her leaves doth shed ; 


And there by all may be clearly seen, 
Through the mee gelatine, 
That the lobster’s shell is red! 


A New Story anent Stonehenge. 
American Professor. I reckon that these 
monoliths are the fossilized oaks off 
which the Druids were once accustomed 

to snip the mistletoe at Christmas-time. 
[Theory immediately wired off all over 
the world by the Razzle-Dazzle 

News Agency. 
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SPORTIVE SONGS. 


An Anchorite, from his Cell near the Embank- 
ment, greets the first Fog of the Season. 


Tue first thick fog has wrapped the town | 
Within its ample fold, 
And painted all a dirty brown 
That was a dainty gold. 
The sparrows recognise the spell, 
And quite forget to fight : 
For crumbs upon my window sill— 
They think that day is night. 


My dog, an ever ardent beast, 
Well-known to all as Spot, 
Turns tail upon the outlook east, 
Whence sunlight cometh not. 
He views his muzzle with disdain, 
| And, on the rug tight curled, 
No doubt he deems a man insane 
Who’d seek the outer world. 











This tawny atmospheric blend 
Of smoke and mist and wet, 

Is like an unexpected friend— 
'Tis not November yet! 

And yet how well its grasp I know, 
Its pungent, icy grip, 

That will not let one’s nostrils go 
Without a deadly nip. 


The paper boy is choked with damp, 
His shouts are few and weak ; 

The milkman shows a warning lamp, 
While muffled is his shriek ; 

The cabbies travel on the wood 
Like Charon o’er the Styx ; 

The ’bus-cads are in plaintive mood, 
The vans forget to mix. 





| To vierce the vapour I try hard, 

| Full many a time and oft. 

| Tall ghosts look down on Palace Yard 

| Tom-Bowling-like aloft. 

| That shadow blurred and indistinct 
Perhaps may be St. Paul’s, 

| And something on the landscape inked 

| Maybe are Cecil’s halls. 


What desolation! What neglect 
Of London’s claim to air! 

Have County Councils no respect ? 
Have vestries no despair ? 

Have I—but stay, a sound I hear, 
A peal of tiny bells. 

Hurrah! the muffin man is near! 
The fog may go to Wells! 








THE JUMP CURE. 
An OLLENDORF EXERCISE. 


[The corpulence of the middle-aged can be 
reduced by throwing a somersault.””— Daily Paper.] 
Tue elderly gentleman weighing eighteen 
stone has entered the trapeze-furnished 
gymnasium of the determined professor. 
The elderly gentleman weighing eighteen Visitor. ‘‘ An, THAT'S AN OLD MASTER, SURELY 
stone has been induced to hang by one Mrs. Veneer (apologetically). ‘‘ Y#-£-8—BUT THE FRAME 18 NEW!’ 
leg to a rope by the determined professor. = ——— = = = 
The head of the elderly gentleman weigh-| slderly gentleman of eighteen stone have man and the clever doctor are now con 
ing eighteen stone is softer than the stone | ziven way. The elderly gentleman of | sulting together, and the mind of the de- 
floor of the trapeze-furnished gymnasium. | sighteen stone has fallen to the ground, termined professor is disturbed. The good 
The elderly gentleman weighing eighteen | and the determined professor is offering ex- policeman and the clever doctor have come 
stone having received an electric shock | planations. The determined professor is | to a decision, and are no longer convers- 
supplied by the determined professor, has apologising to the friends of the elderly |ing. The determined professor has been 
| recovered consciousness. The elderly gen- | gentleman of eighteen stone, but not to removed to a station-house, and the elderly 
| tleman weighing eighteen stone is under | the elderly gentleman of eighteen stone | gentleman of eighteen stone to a lunatic 
the impression that he has seen all the | himself. hy is the determined professor |asylum. The friends of the elderly gentle- 
| Stars of the firmament. The determined | not apologising to the elderly gentleman man of eighteen stone are dining in the | 
| Professor insists that the elderly gentle- | of eighteen stone? The determined pro- | house of the elderly gentleman of eighteen 
| 

















man of eighteen stone shall “throw a fessor is not apologising to the elderly |stone. The good policeman and the clever 


| = wheel.” The legs of the elderly gen-| gentleman of eighteen stone because he | doctor are at the same table. All is well 
| Hleman of eighteen stone are being at-|(i.c., the elderly gentleman of eighteen | that ends well (i.c., that has a good end- 
ached to the trapeze. The legs of the| stone) is unconscious. The good police-| ing). 
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Pedestrian, **T 


HEAR {BROWN HAS TAKEN TO CYCLING, AND Is 

ERY ENTHUSIASTIC ABOUT IT!” 

Cyclist. “‘Exruvsiastic! Nor a pit or it, Why, HE NEVER 
RIDES BEFORE BREAKFAST! 

COUNSEL TO COUNCILS. 

[The Central School of Arts and Crafts is to be opened by the Technical 
Education Board of the London County Council at the Morley Hall, Regent 
Street, with Mr. Gzonos Frampton and Mr. Letuasy at its head.) 


‘Cnaror, Frampton, charge! On Letuasy, on!” 
Are the first words of Punchius. 
May you do just the thing that requires to be done, 
With wisdom and wit, and without noisy fuss. 
The stubborn Briton is falling behind : 
“Our fathers’ custom” wont serve us to-day ; 
And to keep his front place Butt must make up his mind 
For technical training to strive and pay! 
British workmen don’t lead where so long they have led; 
The foreigner’s filching our honour and hoard. 
Let us hope that our national wooden-head 
May be cured by the Technical Board! 


ANXIOUS FOR A LUGGAGE-LABEL. 

\ TANTED, by Young Man, very respectable, to join Combination or Com- 
pany, a8 Baggage and Small Parts. 
| Tue above advertisement appears in a theatrical contempo- 
rary. Mr. Punch can only suppose that the “very respect- 
ible” young man would undertake the réle of Mr. Boz, or 
ippear as an elephant’s trunk, or perhaps he has some secret 
method of disguising himself as a Gladstone bag or an Ameri- 
can gripsack. Any way, his demand is novel, and Mr. P. 
hopes that his ambition to join a combination may be speedily 
fulfilled, even if he have to descend to playing a hamper. 


( — 


A Doncora Dinner.—The quail of the Arab before the 
Kitchener. 


| possession. 


la day old are as worthless as yesterday’s morning paper. 
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ONDON 


(P)SHAW! 
(A Page from an Interviewer's Log-book.) 


[‘* With the single exception of Homer, there is no eminent writer, not 
even Sir Water Scott, whom I can despise so entirely as I despise Suax- 
sPEARE when I measure my mind against his.”’ 

“G. B. 8.”" in the “ Saturday Review,” Sept. 2%6.] 


Hastity donning, by way of partial disguise, a furrow hat, 
» red tie, and a flannel shirt, I called a day or two ago at 
No. la, Widowers’ Houses, in the Isle of Sly Dogs. Not being 
by any means a Master-mind, it was with no little trepidation 
‘hat I arrived at the front door of the distinguished Iconoclast’s 
vbode. I observed two bells, one marked “ Dramatic Critics,” 
ind the other “Idiots.” There was also a knocker, with the 
legend “Knock and Wait.” I knocked and waited—for twenty 
minutes, without result. This display of Fabian tactics making 
me feel sufficiently small, I ventured to press the second bell. 
The door was then opened by a Social Democratic parlourmaid, 
und I found myself ushered into the Presence. I thought it 
better to enter on all-fours, and thus, with downcast looks, I 
‘ould only hastily notice that the Master was supplied with a 
snuff-coloured suit of dittos, and a flamboyant head of hair. 

“Good morning,” I said, as soon as I partly regained my self- 
“T have called, on behalf of the Society for the 
Protection of Ancient Reputations, to inquire if it is true that 


|} you have blown upon Homer and pricked the SHAKSPEARE 
bubble.” . 
“Quite so,” replied the Demolisher; “reputations more than 


They 
become fetishes, and it is my pleasant duty to expose them. 
The persons you mentioned have ceased to move with the 
times. I have therefore abolished them.” 

“ Are Prato and Virern, and Ascuyivs end Horace, and the 
rest of the classics to go, then?” 

“My dear Sir, Pato never spoke in Hyde Park, that I am 
aware of. He is therefore out of court. Ascurius, I under- 
stand, wrote tragedies in blank verse, but they are not now 
played at any London theatre. He would not get a ‘hand’ 
nowadays. Horace, so far as I have patience to read him, is 
painfully suburban, and his views on bimetallism and WacGner 
are crude in the extreme. Viner served his purpose in 
supplying a title for Arms and the Man, but he is an imposition, 
and rightly used as such. I would not give the bones of a 
chocolate soldier for the rest.” 

“Are we to give up our belief in the more modern writers 
of note, as well?” 

“Most decidedly. Take Dante, for instance. He couldn’t 
even write decent English; and Rane.ars, who wouldn’t write 
decent French. And Bacon, who I am told wrote Paradise 
Lost, and The Sorrows of Satan, and much other sensational 
journalism of a bygone day, besides knocking off ‘S#ax- 
SPEARE’ in his spare moments. They are all as hopelessly 
parochial and prehistoric as Dickens and Tuackeray. It posi- 
tively hurts me to think how contemptible they are compared 
with myself. Why, it is as much as I can do to keep from 
tearing out my hair in handfuls with disgust at hearing them 
called ‘eminent writers!’” 

“Are there no ideals, then, left for us to cherish?” I de- 
spairingly asked. “For example, don’t you still retain a good 
opinion of the Equator?” 

“The Equator, my good Sir, is too despicable for words. It 
has no sense of humour, and cannot appreciate a paradox. 
Its only use is as a salutary terror to the fourth-form schoolboy. 
aN not recognise its existence as a serious factor in modern 
ife.” 

“Then you probably don’t think much of the Solar System, 
if I may hazard a final question ? ” 

“I consider it a vastly overrated institution, in spite of the 
advertisement it has received from interested parties. I spen 
half-an-hour every day despising it. This is a useful practice, 
I find, and keeps the Universe in its proper place. I feel like 
ATHANastus—or was it Arcuimepes?—contra mundum, a8 | 
waik down Southampton Street. It is an exhilarating sensa- 
tion, I assure you, pushing the planet away from beneath one’s 
feet. The other day I measured my length on the pavement 
(assisted by a piece of orange-peel), and got up with a most 
profound contempt for the Law of Gravitation. 
you will excuse me, now, I have an engagement with a Popular 
Idol, whom I have arranged to pulverise.” 

I left hurriedly, feeling thankful I was only an Obscure Item 
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*»C°" CHARTREUSE. 
a 
Lee delicious Binceds, which 
bas come so much inte public 
favour on account ite Ww omder- 
fu eT Lies! ing estion 
z ond preventing Drehopaa. can 
now be had of all the principal | 


a Ty Wine and Spirit erchanta | 
tthe Kingdom Sole Consignec, | 
/Y LE, 3, Crutehed Friars, London, F.C Nore Paper, 5 Quires, ls. Court Envelopes, Is. per 100. Thin, for Foreign Correspondence 
5 Quires, ls. Mourning N 4e, 5 Quires, ls. 64. Mourning Envelopes, I+. 6¢. pert 100. 
(4 all Stationers, or s «d stamps to Hieratica WW orks, Upper Thames Street, leawton, 


H 0 Wy A R Di. Gold Medals, Paris, 1878: =e 
Ploughs, Harrows, Haymakers, 
Horse Rakes, Mowers, Straw | | 


Trussers, Fodder Presses, Oi! En- 
gines, and Portable Railway. Of Highest Quality, and Having ’ 
. Greatest Durability, are Therefore 
CHEAPEST. 


| CELEBRATED = fale WORLD TABLE WATERS 


AKK MADH WiTh 


BEAUTY | DISTILLED WATER. 


SUCHARD’S COCOA. | re LD oat: 
woe H"PIONEER” (tie 
SWEETENED TOBACCO, 









































FOR PLEASURE AN) PROFIT. ; Sows ALL OVER THE WORLD 


ASI: Tr sient BY THE voup. r 
CAVENDISH Is SUPREME. | 


Nothing so a and | RICHMOND | 


easy tog | Not only is it the moat eflective skin pu: ify. | 
80 Acres » Salnabie Trees. Co Lto : g an! beautifying soap in the world, but it is BRACES. 
- ; . he purest, sweetest, and most r freehing for 
. e ‘ ‘let, bath, and nursery, It ts # because i | Mote’ Rowe puuige apie Scastng Ge ate 
etrikes at the cause of bad complex tona, meas * here, of sent post free on receipt of Postal on 
AT THEIK KONDED WORKS, LIVERPOOL lair, and simple biby blemishes, vis.: THe — - PY.” Dept., 4, Philip Lane, Landon, & 
5 / Cuwreesp, Inarrate, iwerannn, Ovee WARD. — Huyers demanding Acaries, a 
beart the trade mark 


WORKED, On dvecua Porn ate ng ae iiraces not 


offered as Acarics, are requested to communicate 


af THE BEST PROCURABLE. And retailed by all first-class 8 ldeverywh re. Price ls. F. NEWBERY | With above addvess Wholesale of WICK, 


Lists Free. tobacconists at at home and abroad. & SON, 1, King E iward St., London, E.c, | MARGEIBON &@ 16, and 17, Cheapside, 
tondon, E.C., and all St tlostery 6 and Drapery Houses 


“ Beautifull y Cool PERFECTLY SINPLE. 


SIMPLY PERPECT. 
{HUNDREDS of THOUSANDS. and Sweet Smoking.” 3 
Bushes in variety. Parting snd Pocket Kodak 
8 /= per doz., @O/- per 100. id 


All other Nursery Stock 
carriage forward. 
inPOTS From 15/- a doz. 
Ornamental press. 91 Acres, 
A Superb | ection of 
Herbaceous Plants. 
Four Aores of Glass. 
Clematis (80,000) from 15 -doz. 
N.B.—Single Plants ave sold at 
slightly increased prices. 
CENERAL CATALOCUE 
(Over 170 pages) of Nursery Stock, 
art a ly Produced, « ontaining A y at i 
some hundrels ¢ strat i f . WAG a e 
: tull “of valuable inforualions ; Y A dainty litle camera, weighing only 7 ounces. 


ow receipt of 3d. for postage 
Please mention this Papem 


RICH. § SMITH & 60., ~~ necewsary 


re a . 
m ? ' 
iat aan 
i core fa . _ » ’ , Achromatic lens, with three stops. 
: + if fi 
-, i, - Improved rotary shutter always set for time or 
7 - os 
‘ . Ss fe instantaneous expowres. View finder, Counter 
' , - F Complete with roll of film for 


CRATEFUL COMFORTING — ~ — 12 exposures, 
" , £1 1s. 


| EASTMAN Photographic 





Ses 


Can be slipped into the pocket, 
Makes pictures 1} * 2 inches 
Loaded in daylight no dark foom 
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Materials Co. Ltd. 
tts-t07 Ostord St., London, W 


Write for descriptive pamphiet poet frer 
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Sold only in l-onnce Packets and 2, 4, and 8-ounce, and 1 Ib. Tins, 

oat we ANTIS SEPTIC which keep the Tobacco in Fine Smoking Condition. Ask at all Tobacco 

Sellers, Stores, &c., and take no other. 


The genuine bears the Trac Mark, “ NOTTINGHAM CASTLE,” on every Packet and Tin. 
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OVStases 
TABLETS Bal - 


= PLAYER'S NAVY GUT CIGARETTES, 


In Packets and Tins only, containing 12, 24, 50, and 100. 
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LEA & PERRINS 


SAUCE has been known for more than 


FIFTY YEARS 
ALL OVER THE WORLD. 


ASK FOR 


LEA & PERRINS’ SAUCE, 


And observe that . 
the Signature 






is now printed 
in Blue Ink diagonally 


across the OUTSIDE WRAPPER 
of every Bottle. 


Sold Wholesale by the Proprietors, Worcester; CROSSE & 
BLACKWELL, Ld., London; and Export Oilmen generally. 
RETAIL EVERYWHERE. 


WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE. 








DU BARRY’S 


REVALENTA FOOD 


Cures 


All disorders of the Stomach and Bowels, the Blood, the 
Nerves, Lungs, Liver, Brain, Voice, and Breath—such as 
Constipation, Dyspepsia, Indigestion, Consumption, Diar- 
rhea, Dysentery, Influenza, Grippe, Acidity, Heartburn, 
Phiegm, Flatulency, Feverish Breath, Nervous, Bilious, | 
Pulmonary, Glandular, Kidney and Liver Complaints, | 
Debility, Cough, Asthma, all Fevers, Spasms, Impurities 
and Poverty of the Blood, Ague; Rheumatism, Gout ; 
Nausea and Vomiting, and at Sea; Eruptions, Sleepless- 
ness, Atrophy, Wasting in Adults and Children. 50 years’ 
invariable success with old and young, even in the most 

hopeless cases. 100,000 annual cures. | 


PRICES.{DU BARRY'S REVALENTA ARABICA suitably packed for all 


climates. In Tins of § Ib. at 2s.; 1 Tb., Se. 6d.; 21b., Ge. ; 5 Ib., 14s.; 12 Ib., 32e.; | 
24 Ib., @e.; or about Q¢. per meal. All Tins carriage free at home and in France. 
Also 

DU BARRY'S TONIC REVALENTA BISCUITS ensure sleep and nervous 
energy to the most restless and enfeebled. In Tins, 1 Ib., 3s. 6d.; 2 Ib., 6s. DU 
BARRY AND ©O. (Limited), 77, Regent Street, London, W.; 14, Rue de 
Castigitone, Paris; 50, Rue du Rhine, Geneva; and of all Grocers and Chemists 








in every part of the world. 
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NELSON'S 
OPAQUE 

GELATINE 


“ Well known and appreciated in almost every household throughout 
the Kingdom.”—Lapy’s PICTORIAL. 





| 











‘« Nelson’s Home Comforts,”’ a useful Book of Recipes by MARY Hooprr, 
Author of “ Little Dinners,” &c. May be obtained gratis from 








| 


GEO. NELSON, DALE & CO., Lto, 


| 14, DOWGATE HILL, LONDON, E.C. 





GROSSE & 


BLACKWELL'S 


FRESH FRUIT JAMS 
AND JELLIES, 


In White Pots and Glass Jars, 








ARE MADE FROM SELECTED FRESH FRUITS AND 





REFINED SUGAR. 








Sold by Grocers and Stores throughout 
the World. 

















een 





olloway, in the Parish of 6t. 






x Offices of Mesars. Bradbury, Agnew. & Oo,, Limited 
C aa Uctove 


eacr. 


i md PICTURES FROM os PUNCH * G2 now complete in GCG Vols. G/- each, also tn & Watlt-Lea 
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